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PRESTO MUSIC CLUB 


NINETEENTH SEASON 


Sriffin’s Opera Bouse 
(Churatay, @Orinher Sixth 


NINETEEN TWENTY-ONE 





Edward Johnson, Tenor Chicago Opera Association 
Flimer Zoller at the Piano 





aragranme 
GOD SAVE THE KING. 
I, 


(a) PRAYER, “VERGIN, TUTTO AMOR” .. Francesco Durante 

(b) OR CH’IO NON SEGUO PIU . Raffaeilo Rontane (15— 16—) 

(e),. COLPITO WAVETE .... 2. . From Andrea Chernier 
Umberto Giordano 


II, | 
(a)  TRAMPING....-.... Eduard Morike (1804_1875) 
LLLL Hugo Wolj 
(bd) E’EN LITTLE THINGS. . . Tommaseo’s Tuscan Songs 
Hugo Wolf 
(c) PAYSAGE .. . . Reynaldo Hahn 
(e) SO SOON FORGOTTEN | : Ae Apouchtine P. Tschaikowsky 
ITI. 


(a) ‘LE LA VEDESSI’ (Emilian Peasant Song . . 

22 BF, - C. Gramandi 
(bd) EMIGRANTI (“The Emigrants”) ’ , . . Gu 
(c) “LA LARTIDA” Neem. Exile Song) ou ehahe 

. Arr: by F. Mu. Alvares 


(e) “THE LITTLE PIG” _ 390°... E 
(d) “POSEY BOY” 
Gid Soengs.of Vermont :.' .. .. <, 2.5 «1 2. 38 i. 2 8hrd 


Arr. by R. Hughes 
Ch) SONG OF THE TREES (American Indian-Chippewa- 


HMI OGY s) 15 ho ra a 52 Same) hd eed acm oe Arr. by A. Bimboni 

he 
(a) CHARMING CHLOE ....... .. . Edward Germain 
(b) I HOLD HER HANDS .... . . . Alexander Russel 
(c) ‘LOVE’S PHILOSOPHY .. Ernest Shelley-Roger Quilter 


(dq) LASSIE 0’ MINE ‘ 
tice that “is Words by F. G. Bowles, Music by BE. ca Walt 
(e) “VESTI LA GUIBBA” (Pagliacci) ... . . Leoncavallo 
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THE TEXTS 





(a) Prayer, ‘‘Vergin, Tutto Amor” Francesco Durante 


Virgin, fount of love, 
‘Dear Mother, thou of mercy, whose heart was riven, 


O hearken, Queen of Heaven, 
Hearken to a sinner’s cry. 


Let kind compassion move thee, 
In mercy hear her sad lamenting. 
Her mournful moan ascending 
Unto thy throne of grace on high. 


_ O Mother, thou, of mercy, 
O Virgin, fount of love. 


(6) Or Ch’io Non Seguo Piu Raffaello Rontani ( 15-16-) 


(Now that I seek no more) 

Arr. by P. Flodidia 
Now that I seek no more 

My pitiless love 

I do not feel my pain 

And my heart, that suffered so much 

(Now is gay, very gay. 

Living in the joy of freedom, 

Now is gay, very gay. 


(Now that I do not see any more 
That alluring image 

I am no more prisoner! 

And my heart that suffered, etc. 


¢- a = 


Now that I do not hear any more 
Those insincere sighs 

I cannot die! 

And my heart that suffered, etc. 


English Version, Charles F. Manney. 
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(c) Colpito M’Avete Jrom Andrea Chenter 
Umberto Giordano 


Your scorn hath touched me here, 

Where jealously are guarded 

All the secrets of the soul inviolate. s 
You shall Know, now, fair maiden, | 
What a poem lies in that little word “‘love,”’ 

By you thus derided! 

I gaz’d o’er the blue expanse of heav’n unclouded; 
O’er fields with violets enamell’d; 

The world around, above me, 

In glimm’ring glory was shrouded; 

The spacious earth seem’d as one mighty gem 
Enclosed within her casket, the boundless heaven! 
Softly from earth, to me as a greeting, 

There floated upon the wanton breezes a caress’. 
Then in a transport, I cried: 

Ah! I love thee, my country. 

Divine in all thy beauty, oh land, mine own! 


‘By love inspired I sought to pray; 

Swiftly through a church door then I pass’d: 
A priest collected offerings for the Virgin, 
By all the faithful given, yet never heeded 
Nor heard its piteous pleading 

Of one poor aged beggar, 

With hands held out in vain! 


And then a workman’s hut I enter’d, 
Where one in desperation loudly curs’d his country! 
‘He curs’d his rich employers; 
To God above in fury, 
And unto men he thurl’d them, 
His children’s fitter tears! 
Ah! ye pampered patricians, 
How do ye right all this wrong? 
’T'was in your eyes alone, 
Oh, lovely maiden, that gentle pity seem’d to dwell, 
And so I turned to you, as to an angel fair, and said: 
‘(Love from out those beauteous eyes is shining!”’ 
But when, as in scorn, you addressed me, 
"Twas then that my heart by grief.anow was shaken! 


~~ a 


‘Believe me, beauteous maiden— 

The word of a poet, oh, despise not! | 
Oh! hearken! ‘Naught do you know of love! | 
Hear me. Love is divine. | ui 
Spare it your scorn! 

The flame that lights the universe, 

’"Tis love! 
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(a) Tramping Eduard Mortke (1804-1875 ) 
| Hugo Wolf 


With fresh cut staff, at break of day 

To the road I’m taking, thro’ the woods awaking 
O’er the hills away! 

Like a bird singing gladly 

Where green leaves enfold 

Or the rapture coursing madly 

Thro’ the grapes of gold 

When the sun appears at dawning: 

Thus old Adam in me moving stirs me, 

Spring and fall, to roving, Heav’n-descended, 

Never-ended joy of Paradise’s first morning. 

Thou deservest not so much disfavor, Adam, 

As stern teachers oft have stated, 

Thou today, in love and praise, 

Still a joyous hymn dost raise 

As on that first day of things created 

To thy great Creator and Preserver. 

Naught I’d need of heaven 

‘Could this boon be given: 

All my life entranced to wander 

While earth smiles in morning splendor. 


English Translation by Chas. Fonteyn Manney. 


(6) Een Little Things Temmaseo’s Tuscan Songs 
Hugo Wolf 


EH’en little things can yield us perfect pleasure 
Even little things may be supremely dear, 

Reflect, how precious are the pearls we treasure, 
Tho’ great their worth, how small do they appear. 
‘Bethink, how small the olive is in size, 

Which for its flavor rare we highly prize. 

(How small a thing the rose with heart aglow, 

Yet how divine its fragrance, as ye know. 


English Translation by Chas, Fonteyn Manney. 
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(c) Paysage | Reynaldo Hahn 


I know a hidden place on the soil of Bretonny—quite 
near the splashing sea—where I would love to rest with 
you in the Autumnal days, my beloved one. Nothing by 
oaks around a fountain; an old forgotten mill; the Spring 

\ with the green reflection of your serene eyes; the lark 
would sing for us in the yellow branches, and day and 
night the sea would accompany our love with her deep 
eternal voice. 





(d2) L’Ane Blanc Georges Hue 


(The White Donkey) 


I send thee neither vase nor rose tonight, 

O charming Mirza mine, but thou shalt have, 
Led by a dusky slave, 

A donkey of Bassora, dainty-white. 


The saddle is of wondrous leather made 
And damask, all with gold inlaid; 
- And from the bridle, silken-wound, 
Hang green, embroidered ribbons to the ground. 


Tomorrow thou wilt don thy robe of blue, 
Brimming with painted birds, all flying, 

And round your slender form a girdle tying, 
Within the silver stirrup place your shoe. 

And thou, lulled by the donkey’s tranquil tread, 
Shalt come, like a fair queen of Hastern lands, 
To the far, humble shed 

Of this adorning sorcerer of fate. 


Translation by Rudolph Altrocchi 





(e) So Soon Forgotten A. Apouchtine P. Tschatkowsky 


So soon forgotten, O my soul, 

The joy and happiness of life! 

Oh, all these sweet and tender words of love 
So soon forgotten, so soon forgotten! 

Those early days, our trysting place 

Where shading branches swayed above. 


Our eyes revealing vows which bound our hearts, 
So soon forgotten, so soon forgotten! 





Forgotten how the silv’ry moon 

Shed ray of soft and tranquil light, 
How in the window we sat dreaming 
How soon forgotten, so soon forgotten! 


Forgotten sweet and tender love, 

Forgotten vows which bound our hearts, 

O, my soul, that night amid the darkening shadows, 
The vows which bound our hearts together, 

So soon forgotten, forgotten O my soul! 


English Translation by Jane Marsh. 


(a2) “Se LaVedessi’ — Emilian Peasant Song 
. Arr. by C. Grimandt 


If you could only see her 
When she goes to market, 

‘She looks liks a Marquise 

In that pretty little bonnet. 

O mariner, mariner, mariner, 
Without that little blond head 
Life is not worth living. 

If you could only see her 
Promenading in Piazza Colonna, 
There in the centre of Rome. 

O mariner, mariner, etc. 

If you could only see her 

Out for a daily stroll, 

What a carriage, what a picture, 
‘She captivates everyone! 

O mariner, mariner, etc. a 





English Tanslatoin by R. J. 
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(6) Emigranti (“The Emigrants”) Gul 


? Thirty days of thumping engines 
And America at last we have reached, 
And neither hay nor straw did we find, 
And we slept on the barren ground a 
Like the beasts when they go to repose. | 


And America is great and huge 

And surrounded by rivers and mountains, 

And with the aid of our Italians IY 
Cities and towns we formed. ‘y 


(c) “La Partida’’ Soganish Exile Song Avr. by & A. Alvarez 


Hills of Granada, Mountains of Aragon, 
Fields of my country, farewell forever! 

The last echoes of my country 

Will ring in my breast. 

And my eyes, weeping bitterly, 

Will tell my sorrows ito the world. 

To exile and constant albsence 

The tyrants of love condemn me, 

Those eyes of my enemy soul, 

Messengers, ah! messengers 

Of a traitorous breast. 

Ah! when to your shores I return, adored soil, 
The waters of forgetfulness will have cured me! 
And, if they fail! woe is me! 

To the country that I now leave 

I will come back to die! 

Hills of Granada, Mountains of Aragon, 
Fields of my country, farewell forever! 


English Transtation by EH. J. 


Songs From The Hills of Verment 
Collected by Edith B. Sturgis Arr. by R. Hughes 


(2) “The Little Pig” 


There was an old woman and she had a little pig, Um— — 
He didn’t cost much ’cause he wasn’t very big, Um— — 


This little old woman kept the pig in the barn, Um— — y) 
The prettiest thing she had on the farm, Um— — “ 


This little old woman fed the pig on clover, Um— — 
And he laid down and died all over, Um— — 


The little piggy died ’cause he coudn’t get his breath, 
Um— 
Now wasn’t that a horribe death Um— — 





(4) 


(f) 


**Posey Boy”’ 


iMy father he died, and I didn’t know how, 

(He left me six horses to drive to the plough. 
With a wim-wam-waddle, O stick-stock-straddle, 
O Posey !Boy, ‘(Posey (Boy, riding on a broom. 


I sold my horses and bought me a cow, 
I wanted to make a fortune, but I lost the better half, 
With a wim-wam-waddle, ete. 


I sold my cow and bought me a calf, 
I wanted to make a fotrune, but I lost the better half, 
With a wim-wam-waddle, ete. 


I sold my calf and bought me a pig, 
It didn’t cost much ’cause it wasn’t very big, 
With a wim-wam-waddle, etc. 


I sold my pig and bought me a eat, 
The pretty little creature in the chimney corner sat, 
With a wim-wam-waddle, etc. 


I sold my cat and bought me a mouse, 


Set fire to its tail and burned down the house! 
With a wim-wam-waddle, etc. 


song of The Trees (American indian-Chippewa-Melody ) 


Poem by P. 8. Williams Arr. by A. Bimboni 


In the prairie_land where the wind blows free 

I take my stand as a bold sentry, 

And to him who knows my sign 

The way is seen to the water’s trail, 

Where my longest arms embrace the gale, 
Where the heat blurs the hot sky-line 

Where the desert sand fills the air with death, 
There is a prayer for me on each traveler’s breath, 
For I mark the water-hole. 

The bird and squirrel and the whirring bee 

In the limb and trunk find a home in me, 

Till the wind wears away my soul. 


‘mh? bee 
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IV. 


(2) Charming Chloe Edward German 


It was the charming month of May, 
When all the flowers were fresh and gay, 
One morning, bby the break of day, 

The youthful, charming Chloe, 

From peaceful slumber she arose, 

Girt on her mantle and her hose 

And o’er the flowery mead she goes, 

The youthful, charming Chloe. 


Ah! Lovely, lovely was she by the dawn, 
Youthful Chloe, charming ‘Chloe, 

Tripping o’er the pearly lawn, 

The youthful, charming Chloe, charming Chloe. 


The feathered people you might see 
Perched all around on every tree, 
In note of sweetest melody, 

They hail the charming (Chloe; 

'Till painting red the eastern skies, 
The glorious sun began to rise, 

Of youthful, charming Chloe. 

Of youthful, chaming ‘Chloe. 


Ah! ‘Lovely, lovely was she, etc. 


(©) Hold Her Hands | Alexander Russel 


I hold her hands, and press her to my breast, 
I try to fill my soul with her loveliness, 

To plunder her sweet smile with Kisses, 

To drink her dark glances with my eyes. 


Ab, but where is it? 

Who can strain the blue from the sky? 

I try to grasp the beauty, it eludes me, leaving 
only the ‘body in my hands. 

Baffled and weary, I come back. 

‘How can the body touch the flower, which only 
spirit may touch—the spirit. 


—Tagore. 


<i 
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(c) Love’s Philosophy 
Ernest Shetley Roger Quilter 


The fountains mingle with the river 
And the rivers with the ocean, 

The winds of Heav’n mix forever 
With a sweet emotion. 

(Nothing in the world is single, 

All things, by a law divine, 

In one another’s being mingle, 

Why not I with thine? | 

See, the mountains kiss high Heav’n, 
And the waves clasp one another, 
No sister fiower would be forgiven 
If it disdained its fbrother. 

And the sunlight clasps the earth, 
And the moonbeams kiss the sea. 
What are all these kissings worth, 
If thou, if thou kiss not me 


(ad) Lassie o’Mine 
Words by F. G. Bowles Music by E. J. Wait 


I love a lassie as fair as can be, 

And she dwells where the blue-bells grow, 
Far in old Scotland across the deep sea, 
Where the heather is all aglow. 
Sometimes dreaming here alone, 

Mem’ry makes her heart my own, 

And I hear her calling sweet and low, 

For I know that she loves me so! 


Far o’er the mountains one day I shall roam, 
For it’s there my heart would be, 

Blue-bell and heather are calling me home, 
To the lassie who longs for me. 

Day is dying, night is near, 

Only one sweet voice I hear, 

And I soon shall wander o’er the hill 

To the lassie who loves me still. 





6 he! Ghaps 





(e) 


(HG! 4s 


“Vesti la giubha”’ ( Pagltacct ) Leoncavallo 


To act, with my heart maddened with sorrow! 
I know not what I’m saying or what I’m doing. 
Yet I must face it. Courage, my heart! 

Thou art not a man; thou’rt but a jester! 

On with the motley, the paint and the powder, 
The people pay thee, and want their laugh, you know. 
If Harlequin thy Columbine has stolen, 

Laugh, Pagliacci! The world will cry “Bravo!” 
Go hide with laughter thy tears and thy sorrow, 
Sing and be merry, playing thy part. 

Laugh, Pagliacci, for the love that is ended. 
Laugh for the sorrow that is eating thy heart. 
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